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The world 's a woman to our shifting mood5
Feeling with us, or ma-king due pretence;
And therefore we the more persuade ourselves
To make all things our thought's confederates.
Conniving with us in whate'er we dream.
So when our Fancy seeks analogies,
Though she have hidden what she after finds9
She loves to cheat herself with feigned surprise*
I find my own complexion everywhere:
No rose, I doubt, was ever, like the first?
A marvel to the bush it dawned upon,
The rapture of its life made visible,
The mystery of its yearning realized,
As the first babe to the first woman born;
No falcon ever felt delight of wings
. As when, an eyas, from the stolid clifr
Loosing himself, he followed his high heart
To swim on sunshine, masterless as wind;
And I believe the brown earth takes delight
In the new snowdrop looking back at her,
To think that by some vernal alchemy
It could transmute her darkness into pearl;
What is the buxom peony after that,
With its coarse constancy of hoyden blush ?
What the full summer to that wonder new?

But, if in nothing else9 in us there is
A sense fastidious hardly reconciled
To the poor makeshifts of life's scenery,
Where the same slide must double all its parte,
Shoved in for Tarsus and hitched back for Tyre.
I blame not in the soul this daintiness,